temporarily under his 'protection' and who had disagreed
with him in the course of a meal. The knife, fortunately,
only pinned a fold of her dress to her chair.
And there the curtain - so far as my memory serves -
comes down on the anecdotes related by Begley concerning
his friend and pupil, 'Rat'. No; there is one more glimpse:
a leg of mutton that, being either under- or over-cooked,
feiled to give satisfaction and was thrown down the kitchen
stairs at the cook's head... .
As for John's personal memories of this author of her
being, they are fragmentary and one of them at least is not,
I think, to his credit as the father of an only and very delicate
child. She remembers him, when she was very small,
coming on horseback to see her at the house where she
lived with her mother and her maternal grandmother, and
his horse being held outside the door. Very clearly, being
even at that age passionately interested in horses, she re-
members the promise of a cream-coloured pony for which
she waited and waited and waited, and which never materia-
lized.
Subsequent meetings (her grandmother would periodi-
cally take her to see him) seem to have left little or no
impression until the last time she saw him, when she was
eighteen years of age, on the eve of his departure for
Cannes where he fell ill and was brought back to England
in a dying condition. She told me that when she saw him
he was emaciated and looked terribly ill and that she re-
marked on this and upon his shattering cough. He replied
that it was only his asthma and that it would improve when
he got to the Riviera. He also remarked that he had not
realized that he had such a good-looking daughter, seemed
moved to a measure of interest and affection and told her he
intended making a new will in which he would bequeath to
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